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knees, and remained quite still. He played with her hair, patted
lier, and spoke kindly to her. She continued motionless for a con-
siderable time. At last he felt a sort of palpitating movement in
her, which began very softly, and then by degrees with increasing
violence diffused itself over all her frame. " What ails thee, Mig-
non ?" cried he; " what ails thee ?" She raised her little head,
looked at him, and all at once laid her hand upon her heart, with
the countenance of one repressing the utterance of pain. He
raised her up, and she fell upon his breast; he pressed her to-
wards him, and kissed her. She replied not by any pressure of
the hand, by any motion whatever. She held firmly against her
heart; and all at once gave a cry, which was accompanied by spas-
modic movements of the body. She started up, and immediately
fell down before him, as if broken in every joint. It was an ex-
cruciating moment! "My child 1" cried he, raising her up, and
clasping her fast; " my child, what ails thee ?" The palpitations
continued, spreading from the heart over all the lax and powerless
limbs; she was merely hanging in his arms. All at once she
again became quite stiff, like one enduring the sharpest corporeal
agony; and soon with a new vehemence all her frame once more
became alive; and she threw herself about his neck, like a bent
spring closing; while in her soul, as it were a strong rent took
place, and at the same moment a stream of tears flowed from
her shut eyes into his bosom. He held her fast. She wept, and
no tongue can express the force of these tears. Her long hair had
loosened, and was hanging down before her; it seemed as if her
whole being was melting incessantly into a brook of tears. Her
rigid limbs were again become relaxed; her inmost soul was pour-
ing itself forth; in the wild confusion of the moment, Wilhelm
was afraid she would dissolve in his arms, and leave nothing there
for him to grasp. He held her faster and faster. " My child!"
cried he, " my child! Thou art indeed mine, if that word can
comfort thee. Thou art mine ! I will keep thee, I will never for-
sake thee!" Her tears continued flowing. At last she raised her-
self; a faint gladness shone upon her face. " My father !" cried
she,'' thou wilt not forsake me ? Wilt be my father ? I am thy
child 1"

Softly, at this moment, the harp began to sound before the
door; the old man brought his most affecting songs as an evening
offering to our friend, who, holding his child ever faster in his
arms, enjoyed the most pure and undescribable felicity.